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ing against one barrier after another, flying down one open
vista after another, losing itself in infinite perspectives, creat-
ing and destroying one landscape after another, each one lead-
ing to variable and vanishing horizons.
"Pve got my work," he kept thinking to himself. "Whatever
happens I've got my work/' And indeed in all this exciting and
agitating time since he snatched Wizzie from the Circus he had
displayed an almost savage resolution in his concentration on
his writing.
Morning after morning with an obstinacy that surprised him-
self he left the girl in bed at Mrs. Dearth's and came over to
his attic, got his own breakfast by eight o'clock, and settled
down at his window to work.
Mrs. Dearth humoured him to th.e limit in all this. She her-
self got into the habit of carrying up Wizzie's breakfast long after
she had had her own; and this went on till it seemed as if the
little circus-rider would soon fall into the role of a privileged
toy of the elder woman; the Friary Lane establishment be-
coming a doll's house, and the girl's self-centred oblivious
reveries resembling the natural passivity of a cherished doll.
The "aura" of this old Roman-British town, with its layers
upon layers of human memories, semi-historic and prehistoric,
seemed to have a magical power over Dud's imagination. He
began tapping levels in his consciousness that he had not known
he possessed.
The moment he sat down at that table in front of those old
roofs the spirit of the past seemed to obsess him. Sometimes
he actually wrote so fast—especially when his more analytical
faculties were in abeyance—that it was as if he became a medium,
writing, he scarce knew what, under some unknown "control."
He knew he was living an unnatural sort of life, sleeping with
Wizzie at night, living with her half the day—for after he
returned to Friary Lane, early in the afternoon, he never saw
his attic again till the next morning—and he knew that all
the customs, habits, crochets, peculiarities, in which he had
indulged himself for the last ten years, had been devastatingly
infringed upon, some of them outraged. He knew that he was
living, as it were, from hand to mouth, from day to day. He
knew that the old meticulous continuity of his existence was
completely shattered.
And yet no one could have persuaded D. No-man that he

